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LINES WRITTEN ON BOARD THE STEAMSHIP ST. LOUIS DURING 
AN ATTACK OF SEA-SICKNESS. 

By F. E. S. S. 

It's all very well to sing 

Of "Life on the Ocean Wave !" 
I know that sort of thing, 

Hath a sound that is grand and brave; 
But a week is quite enough for me, 
Of life on the beauteous, boundless sea. 

There's a sapphire hue in the sky, 

An emerald glint on the foam, 
" But what matters that ? " say I, 

"If your stomach is not at home?" 
So, of life on the beauteous, boundless sea. 
A week is more than enough for me. 

There's a silver streak on the wave, 
Where the shimmering moonlight steals — 

To me, 'tis but the grave 
Of ever so many meals; 

So of life on the beauteous, boundless sea, 

One day is quite enough for me. 

Yes, the sapphire and emerald hue, 

The billows that gambol and play, 
The ship (if you like), and the crew 

Are all very well in their way; 
But they make of me their slave and tool, 
So I prefer life in my training school. 



